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Why you are receiving this issue of LURK:

a) You are an OMPAn,

b) You contributed.

¢c) Your contribution appears on .eecoseccsoss
d) You sent a LoC.

e) Your LoC aPPCaATS O so0eo0ececcose

Hh

We trade - don't we?

5!

)
) Your zine is reviewed ON ceecessceces
h)

We'd like to trade for your ..,..OLLJZEU?(a.....,...
i) You asked or paid for it,
j) We thought you might be interested.\///

k) Your book is reviewed hercin.
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Is it a bird? Is it a plane? Nope — wrong again: it's an EDITORIAL!!:!! (wow)

Excuse the tatty header (if it is: if it isnft, then shutuphowdareyou). I was
just feeling too lazy to get the stencil guide out. Well gosh I meam here we
are with anoyher LURK, and only SEVEN MONTHS since the last one (which was also
number six, apparently — I bow to your better judgement and worse eyesight,
Buck, Don and the others). Is this a record? No, it's an editorial - how many
times do I have to tell me? And to what, you may well ask, can we attribute
this miracle? One thing, and one thing only: Ifipgiéréé no not that - TYNECON,
the highest and biggest British con yet. Highest? Well, yes...if you stood
ritain on its ﬂﬁﬁ base, then Newcastle would be the highest consite yet - sec?
Regular readers, and maybe some constipated ones as well, will remember how
OMPAcon put us off pubbing for mmmm simply ages, ducky. Well, Tynecon did the
opposite, and within days of returning, with a rush of blood to the head and
typing finger, umpteen stencils were completed to add to the other umpteen
that had been waiting forlornly since January. BUT....sad newss LURK will soon
be no more. Instead, a personal-type zine, thinner, but more frequent.

But more of that next time. Let us return to Tynecon....no, not literally,
idiots in spirit (mine*s a brandy and coke....no? oh.,) 509 members and 415
attending, said the proud notice on the board. So they broke the 50 barrier
quite easily in the end. At one stage (497 I think) they were trying to per—
suade people to register twice. Tut! Somehow we ended up geiiing there by trainy
which turned out to be a very silly idea. Not that the train was late (well,
just a bit) or hot (well, just a bit) or smoky (well,...) or crowded, OT...
By car next year, wherever it is. Well, there we were in our little third-
floor hotel room, with me thinking of that other hotel in THE DROWNED WORLD.
Any minute I expected an iguana to leap out of the washbasin and expire of
heat-stroke on the floor. With one bound I was fA¢¢ at the radiator, turning
it off. And opening the window. By Sunday morning it was Jjust nice and com—
fortable. And the Stewarts (Alan and Elke) were complaining it was cold! Pans
are a funny lot, bah gum. Anyway, down to the con hall for the first jolly
0ld programme item; Ian Maule, the Creaturs from the Black Lagoon. Oh, sorry;
first the £ilm, then Ian Maule, the Chairmanis Welcome, started his balls
rolling. Well that's what it says on my copy of the programme. After which
Ken Bulmer (poor lad, he gets all the bum jobs) attempted to intrcduce the
celecbrities ~ excluding the 24% who were still on their way there, and the
other 76% who were in the bar. Every year the same. Now for the Convention
Photogravhs a bemused gent crept onto the stage, snapped off a quick half-
dozen assorted shots of the assembled mob, and departed rapidly. Obviously
someone had warned him about Pete Presford. On examining the proofs, we found
that we were prominently featured on half of them, which could explain the
distinct lack of eager customers. What was next? Ah yess Out Of The Slushpile,
Tour New Writers it says here. Didn?t seec that one - probably in the bookroom
or something. Ian Williams, Son of Galloping Gourmet, recommended an Indian
restaurant called the Koh-i-noor, whence we went with Pamela Boal. You think
pushing a wheelchair is easy? My stomach muscles (oh yes, I do have some) told
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me different. (See my book: I WAS THE WORLD'’S MOST IMPERFECTLY DEVELOPED FAN
—~ AND STTLL AM). "The Future of Fanzines: is there a future for these idio-—
syncratic publications" it says ltere. My god, who wrote this stuff? It's
enough to turn you on to Vargo Statten. The panel was quite well chosen, and
burbled entertainingly enough, but got no closcr to solving the problem of
how to explain what a fanzine is to a neo who'!s never sccn one. "Linguistics
in SF" was quite a good excercise in improving your shorthand specd, to judge
from the comments of the steady trickle of departees. Dave Rowe offered to
wind it up, but chickened out when we tried to push him inside the con hall
to carry out his task.

Got up for breakfast Saturday....and Sunday, and Monday. Is this a record?
No, it's still the editorial (but only another forty limes to go, folks, Just
stand up and chew this liguorioce stick - you'll get a good run for your moncy).
Missed most of the programme, for varicus reasons, called Fred Hemmings. He,
in his usual making-you-an-offer-you-can'!t-refuse style, suggested that I'd
love to be a B.S.F.A. council member. Thus, part of thec morning was spent in
Keith Frceman's room discussing this and, among other things, cons and con
bids, The possibility of using a university campus as a consite was suggested,
since the prospect of an influx of hordes of scmi~demented loonies, courtesy
of SCIEKCE FiCTION MONTHLY, would further limit the choice of hotels for fut—
urc corng. Lunrch was spent in a delightfully average Chinese restaurant, with
Pete Roberis, the Stewarts and Michel Feron. Somechow we got talking about un—
repealed lawss did you know you can be fined a shilling for not going to
church on Sunday? Or that it's illegal for nuns to wecar habits? Picture the
scenes

P.C. 49 (for it is he): Bxcuse me madam, I shall 'ave to arsk you to accompany
me to the station. In view of your vow of silence, I'm
sure I don’t t'ave to arsk you to come along quictly.
Ohohohohoho.

Nuns Sod off, you flat-footed illegitimate som of a putrified dog-turd!

The disco secmed a fair success, after a few caustic comments from the decjay
had got a few more people on their fcet. The kids seemed to love it, anyway.
The fancy dreszs parade scems to be going through a revival recently; this year
there were twe highspots — Vera Johnson the singing nursc, and the Wizard of
Oz-based tableau at the end, with Anne McCafirey as a superb witch. I always
wondered who she reminded me of,

Sunday morning and the B.S.F.A. A.G.M., where I was duly clccted to the coun-
cil (see my books "Today, ithe B.3.F.A. — tOMOTTOW....the B.3.F.4."). At the
con bidding sesgion cnly two bids for next year materialised, though as many
as Tour had been rumoured. For the benefit of all of you who weren't there,
the winning committee are using the '75 con as a trial run for a proposed
Yoridecn over here in 1979, ITf you're in suppori, please publicise it. Ian
Williams appeared rather hot under the collar during the sf quiz - proving
that, as last ycar, it's no Jjob for an overworked committec member, midway
through the third deay of the con. The banquet was dud, as exXpectcd. The only
reason for geing is the atmosphcre, and the quote cards of course. Amazing
how peoor food gets the imagination working. Played cards until about 4.30am -
most of what I lost, Pat wen back. Lots of other nice things happened, but no
room to mention. Nice one, Tymnecon,.
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Firstly, let me dispose of that title over there, which,

of course, is a complete misnomer since a 'Golden Age' can
only be sucli in retrospect; and I am much too circumspect

to intend this piece, this article of great profundities,
seriously. But it does have a certain basis in fact, I think,
and may be of interest to some budding fan-editor with a
surplus of paper and a shortage of sensec...

Any similarity between editing a fanzine and any othex
kind of magazine exists in the Name of the Game solely,
Taking our collective heads out of the Samds of Mars, or
the Bogs of Venus (where so many current faneds scem to
find their inspiration!) for a moment, let us consider the
greater Scheme Of Things, The Whole Picture, the wide,
wide furshlugginer world. In general an Editor's job is to
cater both for his public and his employer, though not
necessarily in that order - that is, if he wishes to re~
tain his editorship. In other words, an cditor (outside

of fandom) holds down a job. A sort of romantic, mystical
job, to those on the outside, but a Jjob Jjust the sanmc.

Our editor is usually a person with a fair command of TEng-
lish, a better command of invective and a wide knowledge
of the law of 1libel. He's also, probably, ulcer-prone and
a little cross—eyed from reading mis—typed manuscripts.

The Fan Editor, on the other hand, is a being of Ghodlike
bearing whose head is frequently snow-capped all year round.
He hasn't quite got the command of English that the pro-
editor has, but he does have a better command of invective
which, frequently, he resorts to - sotto voce - because

of his lack of knowledge of the law of libel! In only one
way arce the two alike: the faned also, is ulcer-pronc.

As regards the job he does, this is a highly divergent
chore from that of the poor benighted pro-cd who has to
please both his master and the masses. He (the faned) only
has to pleasc himself, That this, at times, is more diff-
icult than pleasing the public is merely coincidental and
can be cast asgide before the author gets too profound.

A fan—cditor puts out a magazine for his owm personal
satisfaction (therc are other words around for it: egoboo,
etc.) although it must be admitted that he hasn't always
had this viewpoint. Originally, he was going to put out a
magazine that would astound and amaze his readers, and all
other fan-editorg; a magazine that would make 'them! bow
down each sunset in his general direction. He was going to
'start out in 2 small way' and 'end up with a zine that
would sell like PLAYBOY on every newsstand. These phrases
are hereby dcdicated to the neo-faned.....R.I.P.
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As a fanzine is put out more for personal satisfaction
than any other reason, and as cvery person (we'll assume
that fans arc 'persons' fer the sake of argument, ch?)
has a slightly (?) differcnt idea of what is Best in faon-
zine writing and styling and to him the only good zine
around is his own, it follows, reasonably logically, that
there is no point in continuing with this discussion!
However, having reached this conclusion I shall procced
to ignore it, for, although it's true, it is also most
unfannish to let mere logic deter any fan-writing. Before
I completely abandon this traim of thought, however, let
me define a successful fan-editor as one whosc taste is
gsimilar to that of the majority of his readers,

The fan-editor has far more 'frec-will'®' than his profess—~
ional brethreng he doesn't have to conform to stendards
sct down by his employers. He can decide for himself what
is, and what is not, pornographys what is controversy and
what is mercly mud-slinging; what is Good Taste -~ and
sundry other imponderables. A successful fan-cditor, then,
can also be defined as onec whose sensc (or lack) of ethics
conforns to that of his rcadership.

That majority referred to up above is rather important,
and 1'd draw your attoention to it before you stort head-
ing for Holmes Chapel with a hatchet! I don't intend to
inply that the successful fan-editor will please every
fan = that is an absolute impossibility - but he will
get a favourable reaction from the majority of thosc to
whonn his zine goes if he is successful,

The fan-editor, of coursec, has far more control over what
goes into his magazine than the pro-editor, although it
must be said thot he must be able to project a personality
much more cmphatically, for the 'personality'! of a fanzine
is often morec important than a pure-typeface, and, even,
good layout. But accomplishment in the latter is esscnt-
ial if the faned is going to get himself a Hugo, or even
top of the CHECKPULNT poll.

As to how a fan-editor should go about editing his zine
is purely one of personnl choice, and I can only give a
guide to my own preferred methods back in the doys when
TRIODE and BASTION were my stint -~ BLAZON being a 1litho
nagazine requires a slightly different modus operandi.

Ninety percent of the material in those two magazines
was written by invitation, since by the time they were
published I'd been around long enough to establish con-
toct with o fair number of fan-scribes of the period.
And, of coursc, it goes without saying that you invite



meterial from fen who you consider to be eopable writers and pesple who can
write the type of moterial you want. This sounds obvious, and should be, butt
it is important to check on what a particular fan writes best about before
inviting contributions; for instance, you wouldn't write to Walt Willis for

a sorcon article on science fiction, nor to a pro-author of serious mien for
a fan-mythology piece. But it has been done! Because contributions were
written by invitation, and often to a suggested idea (I usually had a fair
idea in ny nind of what I wonted in each issue before inviting contributions)
editing was usually cut to a minimun, but when it was requived I always

tried to get the writer in guestion to do it, where possible, so that the ir-
dividual style of the piece wasn't lost. Naturally, there was still a certain
anount of cutting and correction indulged in and becausc this was done dip-—
lomatically (or perhaps, because the writer had a bad memory!) I never had
any complaints.

As the material came to hand, it was cut onto stencil as spcedily as possible,
with space lieft where I wanted illustrations and other embellishments. When
on stencil it was sent off to the various fan-artists who were kind enough

to illustrate for me - usually Arthur Thomson, Eddie Jones and Terry Jecves.
Jin Cawthorne also provided some very usenble stuff for me, and Bill Rotsler
used to keep me well supplied with fillos which Terry or Lddie would usually
naster for me. Whilst my prowess with a stylus was sufficient for letter-
guides and 'abstract' fillos (Boots' plastic 'curves' were a big help here),
I'd never rate myself as competent to transfer an artist's work onto stencil.

Then, as now, there were rumblings in the colonies about U.K. faneds and their
lack of ability when it came to layout. Since display has always comne into my
work, I think I can clainm truthfully, as regards the later issues of TRICDE
and the three BASTIONs, not to have come into the category of condemnation.
Damn it, anything worth pulalishing is worth presenting properly! And, if your
contributors know their pieces are going to get good presentation, that mokem
it a lot easier to get good material.

Onc of the best ways of building up a fanzine is to get yourself a stable of
good columnists, and I was fortunate enough in acquiring several who, in my
opinion, wrote well and interestingly on almost anything - Mal Ashworth, for
example. Little mention is made of him thesc days. but he was one of the best
and most consistent fannish writcrs of a decade ago., I hope to get him to
write for BLAZON.....I hope. And of course I had a couple of people, known as
'Hurstmonceux and Foversham' who wrote the stories of that well-known sav-
iour of the Western Hemisphere, Sir Wm. Makepeace Harrison. I'm still not
going to divulge who they were, but they will be back when BLAZON appears.

I won't mention people like Mike Moorcock; Avram Davidson and Dick Lupoff,
becouse it would sound like name—droppingl

As a general rule, I alwoys tried to acknowledge all material by return, and
to say in which issue it would appear and who I1'd get to illo it, This, again,
sounds obvious, but an awful lot of faun-editors couldn't be bothered to do
this, and, naturally, they had more trouble getting a further piece from
their neglected contributor than those who did. If you want an edict: if you
want to kecp a geod writer, don't neglect ldm, Not that you slhiould send




flowers on his wife's birthday (this could lend to misunderstondings), But a
bottle of Blog on his, alwnys helped!

Regularity of pulidlication is, of course, also a factor in putting out a suco—
essful fanzine, but I've never believed in rushing an issus out purely and
sinply to meet a promised deadline. 'Vaguely Guarterly'! alwoys used to be my
style, and I think it's best to publish to an un-cnnounced schedule but with
o reasonable rcgularity. And keep your secret deadline well in mind when
accepting material, since it won't heip your popularity to accept a piece
that cries out for immediate publication because of its topicality if you
know you won't be able to publish it for threc months!

Ono other thing I should mention; if you don't possess a duplicator (ana I
never have) find yoursclf o master—duplicator. These can be easily recognised
on sight by the fact that their right arms are longer than their left, and
their fingernails are ink-stained fto the elbow. I wos very fortunate with
TRIODE in having Terry Jeeves as publisher, and with BASTION, the inimitable
Norman Shorrock.
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A FISTEFUL OF BOORBS
FPaux pas from the press, compiled by JOHN COOMBE.

Absence: I ghall be away from the parish attending the Diocesan Clergy School
from April 21 ~ 24, It will bc convenient if parishioners will abstain from
arranging to be buried, ox from making other calls on me during this time.

To the Journals On the cvening of May 13, at about 7 o'clock, travelling
nozth and giving off o roaring sound, my husband and I both clearly saw some
silver=coloured objects in the sky. :

I bought a few of your inligestion tablets last weck. Now I fecl a new man.
(Criginal may be scen on request.)

For o moment he stood there looking into her eyes. Belwwcen them was o bowl
of hyacinths,

The mate pushed his battered cap a few centimetres further back on his head,
and displayed a magniticent row of hard white teeth.

"he defeadant is a morried man with a young familys otherwise he is well-
behaved' said a police recpresentative.

Morning dress or uniform will be worm at the ceremony. Mayors are requested
4o wear their chains of office only.

A dispatch from Moorehend said Red River Valley farmers will love heavily
because of potatoes damaged by free zing in the fields. .
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Thursday, 30th. August 197B:

Toronto, capital of the pro-
vince of Ontario, Canuda,
population around 1% millionm,
location about 3,000 miles
east of my home Base, Van-
couver., Luckily I have mame-
aged to arrange two singing
engagements here and that
will cover the bus fare.
Toronto has some interesting
features, especially its
city hall - the nost exciting
and imaginative structure
I've ever seen,

It also has weather. Having
lived here from 1951 to 1954,
I am aware of what it has to
offer in this field, espec~
ially in the summer. Moist
heat that drains all energy.
This weckend Toronto is out-
doing itself, The worst leat
wave in 150 years. Temperat-
ure climbing to 100 F, humid-
ity also around 100,

And today I must venture out
into it, to check into the
Ford Hotel, across from the
bus station. This is not the
convention hotel (cheapest

'irUasfa Johmson~
|%H s'pm from

8 %%é%ﬁ%ﬁg %‘

Mt g :__._“:.;'1

Eﬁa@@ﬁ

room 0 aally . nere, 1Ur &3 Per Usy, L1 goel u Duow Wivs o bolin CUluula, o
sink with a tap that runs constantly, a desk lamp with nmo globe in it. But
there are c¢lean sheets on the Bed. I leave most of my luggage behind and go
out into the baking streets to collect my suitcase and heavy guitar case
from Tam Kearney's place. Tam is an ex-Glaswegian, filksinger and co-owner




of Fiddlers' Green, where I sang a weck ago.

By 1.30 I'm ot the Royal York, recady to register., Posh hotel, all crystal
chandeliers and kneo-dccp carpets. I start meeting people, among the first
Dency Arnold and her son Richard, who have come from one of the midwest states
to hawk STAR TREK slides etc. in tlte hucksters' room. But I discover that in
June 1968 they were at Fort Langley, B.C. and saw Pierre Trudeau vault a roil-
ing and leap seven feet to the ground to embrace me, after I had sung for him.
We agree it's a remarkable coincidence.

Later, another coincidence. I'm standing in the hall, playing the guitar and
singing for a small group of people, when a newly arrived member turns, lis-
tens, then comes over to me and gets down on his kneces. His name is Nate Buck-
land and we have never met, but his mother heard ne sing im Seattle and sent
hin one of my songs and a description of me, which he recognised instantly.
Nate and his wife Carol, along with a drumner, play the cocktail lounges im
the (I think) Minneapolis area. He turns out to be an exccllent guitorist.

I spy o familiar face rusliing post - John Brunner, just arrived from London.,
"How's the weather over there?"
"Great." And he's gone,

Riding up the escalator on the way back from coffeec, I spot another familiar
face in the hall below - Al Debettencourt. I've forgotten his nome but remem—
ber he is with the American army in Berlin and attended OMPAcon at Easter., He
will be here for the whole convention, so there's no rush to speak to hin,
Nevertheless I go tearing down the up escalator, make o great leap to the
floor at the bottom and almost fall., Al observes my exciting arrival. I walk
over to him and say casually, "I bet you don't remcmber ne,"

"Oh yes, I do, Vera," hec says.

And I bet he won't forget me in a hurry either,

By seven o'clock I an exhausted and in considerable pain. For the past four
months I have been having a bad time with rheunmatoid arthritis. I thought it
had left me temporarily, But now it's back. (Running down up escalators
doesn't help.) So I trade the nir-conditioned Royal York for the oppressive
heat of the Ford Hotel. My room is Hot, noisy., Big lorries run down Boy Strcets
when I closc my cyes they thunder right by my bed. The building shakes. A
clock stiikes eazh hour, and I hear them all until midnight.

Friday, 3lst. August: I don't know of anybody who has as much trouble tell-

ing time as I do. I consistently mistake the long hand
for the short hand. And worse., This morning at 3am I woke up, look at my clodk
and think it says seven o'clock, Reluctantly 1 get up, take a shower ond start
getting dressed. My eye falls on the clock and this time I sce it corrccily.
Three o'clock. Back to bed. It tokes me an hour to get back to sleep, but I
finally make it. Get up again at 7 and answer some letiers, then down to the
Royal York for the first day of the con.,

The opening talk id by Robert Bloch, who was also guest of homour the last
time Toronto hosted the conwention, 25 years ago. A dark, attractive man with



a kindly face, he is an intelligent and witty speaker. The most frightening
thing about him (in spite of PSYCHO and other horror films) is his puns, sore
of which evoke loud groans.

Jay Jay Klein presents a slide show, shots from previous cons with an amusing
commentary.,

Then Dorothy Fontana talks about the new STAR TREK produchtion, using animation
instead of live actors. They have planned to surprise us by showing the first
episode but alas the film hasn't arrived.

During the day I play the piano and lead a song session for an hour, and later
give a lZ-hour concert of my own songs in the lounge - both unscheduled events
which turn out to be a lot of fun.

Being a vegetarian, I don't attend the special Chinese dinner of about 24
courses, each one featuring neat.

At night tables arc sect up for a "Meet the Pros" party. Isanc Asinov intro-
duces the writers and crowns them with special straw hats. Unfortunately I'm
sitting so far away that even when they arec introduced, I can't sece their
features clearly. It's a big convention - close to 3,000. That's probably why
I keep looking for Philip Jose Parmer (who has becn described to me) and never
find him. I just want to tell him that I think TARZAN ALIVE is 2o remarkable
and tremendously funny book, But he probably knows it anyway.

Towards midnmight I hear from Elliott Shorter ( o big negro, about 6'6" and
broad) that Gordon Dickson is holding z marathon night-long song—fest in room
7-192. 1 go to the room. No Gordon Dickson. Just o few people and some gui-
tars. I sing three songs and then drag nyself back to the Ford,

Saturday, lst. Septembers In the mornings the hucksters' roon is open, as is

the All Our Yesterdays room (an interesting excer—
cise in nostalgia, including a programme from OMPAcon 73), the Computer Gomes
room, the Bakka Books room, and others, and films are running almost contin-
uously. Today there is also a fan-publishing senminar, which I niss,

At noon the Burroughs Bibliophiles hold a special luncheon and dum=dun at
which the featurc speaker is Buster Crabbe, star of some corly TARZAN films,
lembers orly. I woncer if Crabbe managed to sell them a swinming pool. (That's
his presecnt occupation,)

Another familiar face -~ Malcolm Davies from the Globe, whose plane wos delayed
seven hours. We greet ench other witir warm hugs.

In the afternoon Judith Merril (who now lives in Toronto and has presented to
the local public library o substantial collection of sf) is to act as moder—
ator for a discussion on Learning to Face Doomsday Without Really Trying.

I arrive early to get a good scat, right up in front, and discover Asimov is
only two seats away. He is a chubby tedly-bear of a man with lots of fluffy




grey hoir waving around his head. He is thirsty and I'm going to the back to
gel a glass of ice-wnter for myself, so I bring one for him. I have overhecord
him telling the psople with him that his self-image is quite different from
what appears on the surface, that he sees himself as a sort of Cary Grant.
Hoving written o song on this discrepancy between interior and exterior vicws,
I tell him that inside I too am young end thin and beautiful.,

Judy says it is a great pleasurc for her to introduce the good doctor. At a
previous convention he made some remork cbout her which she resented. So this
afternoon she introduces him as "Isanc Asimov, who has never appenred in one
of my anthologies". Ouch!

Asimov is an excellent speaker —~ knowledgeable, with an ecsy menner ond ready
wit. s the keynote speaker, he stresses over-population as the greatest of
dangers facing humanity. Following him, Frederik Pohl deals with the polities
of survival in space,; and Analog editor Ben Bova (dark and handsome, with a
friendly approach) speaks on environmental control, specifically weather con-
trol. But he doesn't mention hurricane control, which he dealt with in THE
WEATHERMEN ,

The third specker is Katherine MacLean, whose fictdon I don't lmow, but I find
her presentation very impressive. Later we mect at the coffee bar and have a
chat. Now I'm anxious to rend some of her stories,

After a treak for coffec, John Brunner comes up to the podium, looking par-
ticularly gorgeous in a mauve enscmble, and delivers the response to all we
have heard so far. His final suggestion is that perhaps we necd o new rclig-
ion - one with no heretics, no power struggle, perhaps no faith in the super—
natural, but with a scripture. He thinks it strange that such a church does
not already exist. Afterwards, people crowd to the mikes to contribute their
views. I think of joining them but can't rouse sufficient energy. Instead, I
collar John later in the day and tell him there clready is such a church and
I happen to be a member, and if he wants me to I'11 tell him cbout it later.

T skip +the auction and the Georgette Heyer Tea (having recd one of her books,
I have no inclination to read another) and instead, at 4.30 Bill Stccle and I
give a joint corcert in the lounge - under difficultics, as we have to compete
with a talkotrve group already occupying haif the woom. Bill is a folksingen/
songeaiter, formerly of Sau francisco, now of Ithaca, N,Y. I had seen him a
moaklt earlier at the Mariposa Folk Festival in Toronto, but it was a delight-
ful surprise to find him at the con. Some of his songs are pure sf, and some
fanzine cditors collared him as soon as we had finished.

A% widnight the Robert Bloch film festival begins (after a few introductory
pus by the master). I sce all of THE TORTURE GARDEN and about half of HOUSE
® BLOOD, then stumble out to find a taxi and return to the Ford.

Suaday, 2nd. Scptembers This morming, with no regrets, I move my stuff outl
of the Ford, into a taxi and down to the Royal York,

A spacious air-conditioned room with two beds, wall-to-wall cerpeting, big

bathroom of my own with dozens of fluffy towels —~ unimaginable luxury! I'm




almost tompted to stay there,

But last night I put o notice on the board advising that there would be a
hootenanny in the lounge at 10, and onother notice on the lounge doory, and a
similar notice also appears jn the bulletin., So instend of wallowing in ex-~
pensive living, I moke my woy to the lounge. Only to find that my watch is
more than an hour slow, and everybody has come and gone. hLixcept o few foithmful
souls who kept checking periodically. We have fun swapping songs until Iunch-
time.

In the afternoon, 2 session on Hord Facts Versus Hard Fiction, with David
Gerrold (the STAR TREK man) as moderator introducing keynote spenker John
Brunner. John is o good speaker, monages to present aoll sorts of controversial
points, and ot the end shoots them all down in flames. The respondents ore
thuec: Poul Anderson (he has o bobyish face which makes him ook terribly
young to be responsible for all those books), Bob Silverberg (black beard and
eycbrows and a sly smileg I think the satonic look is masquerade), and Donald
Woll?eim (you've scen him at cons in Britoin, so you don't necd any descrip-
tion).

Then there is o panel of old pros: Fritz Leiber (tall, white-hoired, distin-
guished), Harry Harrison (chubby, bald and moustochioed, Bit of o loudmouth
but also inteliigent and funny), Cliff Simak (o small grey—-haired man, thin-
faced, worm smile). Then a pancl of young pros: Gardner Dowoisg (tall, with
stroight hoir hanging to his waist, beard ditto)s Michael Coneys and Joanna
Russ (dark and willowy). Finally o ponel of editors: Ben Bova, Terry Corr, Ed
FPerman and Ted White.

All of these pcople have interesiing things to say, but unfortunately I don't
make o sumnary of their comments. By five o'clock I am so exhausted I go to
bed and don't get up until 8, by which time the Hugo Awerds dinner is over. I
find o seat on the baleony so I can watech the presentations. Lester del Rey
acts os compere and soys he learned how from watching Isaac Asimov, "I want 1o
point out to you," he says, "that I hove not yet won a Hugo."

Due to a holdup in production of the rockels, the Hugoss are only half there =
a baso, with an engraved plague. The winneirs ore assurced that the other scciion
will be sent to then shoruly,

When the night film session starts at midnight, I watch the Monty Python £ilm,
AND WOW FOR SCOMELHING CCMPLETHWLY DIFFERENT. At Lolf post two I crawl into my
lucurious bed in ny cool guiet room and sleep and sleep., No wonder it's always
the pcor people who stage revolutions, One more night in the Ford and I would
have lbeen rcady to join them on the borricodes.

Honlay: i, Septeémber: I get up at 8.30 (much too early, but I have a lot to
do) and am too busy to look in on any of the morning

c ities. I check out ot noon. The bill is preparcd in about ten seconds
flat by o computer — scicnce fiction made reality!

Lost officlal event of the con is o discussion on the Phenomens of Faons aond




Fandom, with George Scithers as moderator, keynote speaker Rusty Hevelin and
respondent Lester Del Rey. Lester suggests using the profit from o con to
publish a fanzine of gripes from fans (limit one page per fan) which would be
sent to all members, (I think this would be o waste of money. Let the foms

send in their gripes to the people planning the next cong that would be more
to the point.) Somebody suggests it would be bettor to spend all the profit
on onc big bash to wind up the con. That would be okay, except thot the plan-
ning committee doesn't find out until the con's over whether they will have a
profit or a loss. I think it would be better to return the profit to the peo-
ple attending on a pro rata mileage basis, so that those travelling forthest
would get the biggest share. Or else use it to pay a consultant—cdvisor who
would help the planning committee for each con, so there would be some con-—
tinuity. This time I do make the cffort to get to the mike and moke this lat-
ter suggestion, and it creates some discussion.,

At 3,30 it is all over and Jay Haldeman (author of HFRO) and his wife arec in-
viting us to the next worldcon in Weshington. The guest of honour therccowill
be Roger Zelazny and the fan guest of honour Jay Jay Klein. In 1975 it will
be in Australia, where the guest of honour will be Ursula K. LeGuin and the
fan guests of honour Mike and Susan Glicksohn.

Miscellaneous recollections, not datieds David Gerrold auctioning off the first
droft of onc of his STAR TREK scripts. He types it direcctly onto butcher paper,
not cut in sheets, so it comes out as one long scroll, A woman paid around

50 dollars for it and seemed pleased with her purchasescoc..On the heels of
the news of Tolkien's death, a new set of awards for fantasy was announced,
the Gandalfs, to be presented in conjunction with the Hugoes....e A special
plague woas presented to an American couple, the Greensy who gave hospitality
to many visiting Britishers attending space launches (including our friend
Andrew Stephenson).ee.ss.The first episode of the new (animated) STAR TREK
series finally arrived and wos shown. I thought it a little better than the
show with live actors, and obviously the new formot will permit more inventive
SCriptSescscs

Speaking of live actors, I haven't mentioned the skit presented by Gordner
Dozois and his fricnds. Fortunatecly, the details seem to have faded from my
mind — all except the sex orgies, which were great fun......The hotel manage-
ment received a standing ovation and more than one person remarked that the
Royal York had provided better service than any other worldcon hotel.

There were probably o lot of people there I slipuld have mentioned, people

such as Jerry Pournello and Wilson Tucker and Forrest Ackerman and Hal Clement
and R.A, Lafferty and many others. If LURK would like to send me to Washing-—
ton next year as its special representative, I'll try to do a better and more
detailed job of reporting.

If IURK won't send me, I'11 have to come up with some other scheme for get~
ting to Washington on Labor Day weekend of 1974. And then there's Melbourne
on the 14th - 17th August, 1975.

Maybe I won't make it, but I'm going to try.
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Malcolm Uavies~
iﬁ'i'he Tatking Greyhound

To begin with I had better first explain that this is probably the shortest
Worldconrep in the history of fandom. Therc are two reasons for this: (a) it
has to be sent airmail ond I must save paper; (b) this is being written at
Greyhound bus terminals down the length of the U.S.A.

hnyhow, to get on with it I arrived at the con hotel on the Friday even-
ing, though the only way I could tell that, after seven hours in the aiw,
was by looking in my diary. Not to be daunted by such things as exhaust-
ion, I threw myself into the con, or ot least, tried to. The only room
party I could find was the Asimov promotion party, and that wos breaking
up. The recason for this wos simple — no booze., This unfortunately was a
common complaint, as the hotel was all but dry, and the nearest liquor
store was three blocks away.

» HEDODH R ES

Hoping that the morrow would bring something better, I retired, but the
night had a few surprises. Just before going to sleep, I decided to play
around with the TV, It wns one of those cubic jobs with about thirty-
seven channels. I wns surprised to find, in amongst the Hawaii-Five-Os,
F.B.l.s and Untouchables, some English voices. Zeroing in on the statiom,
I found none other than our own MONTY PYTHON., Thus reassured that the
Becb woas doing its bit to civilise the colonies, I at last retired.

The next day I wos up with the lark (the British lark, that is) at about
JOam. I immediately dashed dowmstairs to register. Unfortunately, the
l2dy behind the desk hod other ideus.

"Oh," she said, "I appear to have lost my D's."

"Never mind," I said consolingly, "You lose some of dese, and you goin
some of dose."

"Could you come back in an hour?" she asked, hot batting an eyelid.

E.*Hzgouoono o9 ®o o0 @& o°3

So I wondered around for a bit, or tried to. The security guards, a niece
enough crowd in themselves, refused to let unregistered persomnel into
certain arcas. This left me with o choice between the snack bar and tHe
men's room., I chose the snack bar, which was one of the few noticenble
cconcessions made to the con by the hotel, However, at the prices they
charged, it might have been better to have had no concession at all., By
the end of the con I think a good many people were eating out and getting

HtWo
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full meals for the price of 2 snack,

Back at the registration desk, they had found the D's, so off I went to
explore the con. The timetalile sccemed to be geared to someone with three
bodies, since there was always a film on somewhere, and o spenking sess-
ion, in addition to the various side cvents such as computer gomes, 2
Dracula Society exhibit, or various seminars., The main pastime among
mony of the fans scemed to be sitting around in small groups, talking.

I decided to scc what the ortshow was offering, but on my way there I
found someone fomiliar among the fans., It was Vera Johnson, remembered
by many for the folk sessions she has led at the past two English cons,
We grected each other heartily, o pair of fomiliar faces in o sea of
strangers. Vera said that she would be doing her thing later that aft-
erncon, but was right now off to watch a film, so we bid farewcll and
went our separate ways.

The artshow, cven though still growing, was wvery impressive. Apart from
the professional exhibitors, there were mony fannish artists, both pain-
ters and sculptors. Some of the most intcresting work I saw there used
the technique of acrylics on black velwet, which coaught the effect of
dcep space perfectly. To the assembled talent I had some of my own to
add -~ my own at least by proxy; half a dozen paintings by a non-fannish
friend named Charles Nightingonle, who's attempting some sf-style poin-
ting. Bjo Trimble said that for only six months work, they were outston—
ding, so you never know, in a few years Britain might have its own Frank
Kelly Freas.

With my job at the artshow done, I went along to the main hall, where
Isacc Asimov was specking on "How to Learn to Face Doomsday Without
Really Dying." He was causiing quite a stir, an appreciative one, with:
tolk of free love, liberal contraception and I think he even touched on
o genetically orientated brecding policy. Fred Pohl, Ben Bova and Kath-
erine Maclean all added their thoughts, all of which added up to the
fact that there were too many people using too much energy, and unless
someone did something about it we were heading for trouble. Our own John
Brunner rounded offf nicely when he pointed out that as we are dependent
on 0il, and the Islami~ countries hold 90% of the reserves, by the year
2000 we could be living in an Islam-dominated world. (Has anyone done a
story like that?)

In the afternoon I went along to find Vera. Soon a small group of us
were singing to Vera's accompaniment. Later a Canadian singer by the
name of Bill Steecle joined us and introduced us to a few of his owm
songs on o multitude of subjects. Thus I spent the afternocon singing
away, disturbed only slightly by a group of comixfen who persisted in
holding o loud conversation throughout all the songs.

That evening was what must have been the high spot of the con for mony
- the Costume Ball., It wos o highly polished affair, with 211 the par-
ticipants obviously putting a lot of thought into their costumes, or in
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the case of some of the females, lack of costumes. The most memorable
parts for me were the rendering of Dr, Phibes singing "We'll Meet Again',
and the U.S.S. ENTERPRISE and a Klingon battle cruiser who had a battle on
stage.

It was after the costume ball that the bar was opened for the first, and
last, time.

That evening I found myself in a room—~-party where the main topic of con-
versation was methods of medieval warfare. The main protagonists were
Harry Fisher and Fritz Leiber, who spent hours discussing the merits of
the sword against the quarterstaff, and whether anyone would write a good
SF story about a naval battle.

I spent a good deal of the wee hours of Sunday morning trying to stay
awake to see all the way through the Robert Bloch Film Festival, which

ran to about 4am., therefore I awoke late on Sunday morning. The speakers
didntt start till lpm, so I took in a couple of films - SILENT RUNNING and
THIS ISLAND EARTH.

The main speaker in the afternoon was John Brumner, who spoke in his usual
entertaining manner on "Hard Fact is Hard SF". In the course of his speech,
he knocked RENDEZVOUS WITH RAMA for lack of original ideas; and SF in gen-
eral for writing technique, especially with reference to characterisation.
His general argument scemed to be that SF wasn't in the fortune-telling
business, but could extrapolate the effects of specific technological de-
velopments on society. Robert Silverberg, in reply, said that he thought
he was sly and devious, and that the question SF should be asking wes
"should man survive?", to which he got a resounding "yes" from the aud-—
ience. He also made the point that any truly futuristic story would be
incomprehensible as we would not have any points of reference, and that

SE ig really about today and not tomorrow.

At that point I broke away to catch a showing of CAPTAIN MARVEL, the first
thirteen episcdes. It was o meomoth effort, but well worth it if only to
find out who "The Scorpion" was.

That brought me up to the Hugo awards, a long and drawn out affair that
was not really my cup of tea. As I zrrived late I was so far away from
tlhie proceedings that I could hardly see anything anyway.

The main film programme that night included a preview of the new STAR
TREK cartoon, which looks like being a winner. I tried to stay up till
the last film, NOSFERATU, the original silent DRACULA, but unfortunately
the con was beginning to tell, and I didn't maoke it.

The last morning of the con was just as full as the other days. A film
programme included THINGS TO COME, albeit a very expurgated versiorn, and
also NOSFERATU as it turned out that it hadntt got shown the previous
night after all. Most of the morning was spent saying goodbye, looking
around exhibits for the last time, and generally tiddying up. In the




afternoon I spent most of my time in a bar with a few Americans. When I
got back at 6.30 the con, far from being over, was still in full swing.
There were more room parties that night than on any other, or at least,
they were noisier. I ended up at around lam being told to vacate the area
around the convention floor, where we were having a fannish singalong, as
another convention was trying to set itself up.

So as Torcon 2 sank slowly in the sunset a great many contented fans star-
ted to wind their way home. There were many happy memories: the Costume
Showsy the good filme; lively discussions; and the fact that for the first
time in living memory the elevators didn't break down. There wero a few
bad points as well, notably the lack of open bars, and the one thing that
spoilt the show for a lot of art fane ~ the fact that some kind person
walked off with a Kelly Freas painting. But all in all it was a good con,
or at least I found it so.
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So who's for Australia in '757?

POSTSCRIPT Well, here I am back in England, this sceptred isle, this green
jewel set in an azure seal So I'm homesick, and with good reason.

I think I must now be qualified to write a book on how NOT to sece North Amer~

ica. Number one thing not to do is to go to a World Science Fiction Convention

and blow two weeks' money in threc days. Number two thing is not to try to stay

in twenty-dollar-a-night hotels (especially when your daily allowance is 22

dollars). But on the bright side I met a lot of nice folks, and saw a lot of

places I would otherwise have missed.

But to the point: on my last night in Canada 1 went back to the Royal York
Hotel. It was about midnight and there was a convention going on,...of char—
tered accountants. It's not quite the sames for a start the convention floor
was empty at 12 o'clock. However, the Worldcon had left its merkl On the 4th.
floor 1ift shaft was an "I'm voting for Australia" sticker, and behind the
washroom door on the convention floor someone had scrawled "Robert Heinlein
can't grok to save his Yife". And last but not least, on my wyg down in the
1ift, I was invited to a room party! Unfortunately I couldn't stop as I was
off to catech my plane, which thanks to Toronto's cheap and effieient tronsit
system, I reached with 45¢ (18p) in my pocket.

And so off to England to mull over my memories, and replenish my finances in
preparation for Novacon,.
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Well, I left Washington D.C. on the Thursday before the con - that's when I
found out that there is a real and distinct differcnce between a flight

which is direct and one which is non-stop. Por those who don't know, I am
petrified of airplanes and use them only as a last resource, which means that
my philosophy or flying has been "If the plane stops, I'm getting out". But

in this case I didn't have any choice at all. Every single flight into Tomonto
went via New York. Direct means only that no matter how many millioms of stops
there are in the middle, the same plane will eventually get you to your (hope-
fully) desired destination. SO....

What I did was to get on board, fasten the seat belt and sit RIGHT THERE for
four whole hours? I ignored everyonec and everyone ignored me - which allowed
sufficient time to come to an at least workable relationship with my stomach.
FProm the moment I get anywhere near an airport, I get this unsquelchable sen~
sation that I'm in a dentist'!s chair, and that's a fecling I don't like. Any-
how, the plane went down at New York, which was suffering a power blow out
and we had to sit there becausc there wasnt'!t clectricity to power something
or other. Now, I had the opportunity to get off and make a break for freedom,
but instead I rechecked the seatbelt and gulped a little deeper.

Well, to make a long story short, we finally made it to Toronto and after
some hassles (better left for future re-telling) with the Customs, I got out
into the 'cool' air of Toronto. Um,; I'd better say that I'd checked around
and gotten the average estimate of the temperature in Toronto, and even went
out and bought a coat the day before I left. Right — I walked out into well
over a hundred degrees (F of course) of 'cool!'., I asked the bus driver about
this and he only chuckled a little and said that they were breaking records
all over for heat -~ some consolation.

At the con hotel the first person I saw whom I thought I knew was Buck Coul-
son — and sure enough, it WAS! The Coulsons, good people that they are, had
stopped off at Billy Pettit's and brought up my mimeo for me - so I could
actually go up and look at/touch it if I wented to, All that remained was to
get someone to bring it back down into the States for me,

My original plans had been to go over to the Canadian National Exhibition that
afternoon, but the heat and the plane proved tcoo much - so I just wandercd
around, got registered and wandered some more. Thatt's when I found there was
some 'problem! with my ticket to the Chinese banguet and was funneled over to
the 'Problems' desk and met Mike Glicksohn. Mike and Susan don't know it, but
(s I'm sure is the case with all BNPFs) I've known them for about two or three
yearss it's the same syndrome as happens in the classroom - you only have one
noame to remember, but the teacher can't possibly be expected to know all unp-
teen names at first. The same thing goes for Mike and Susan —~ I'd seen them

on ponels and in programs for quite a while, so I already knew them.

That night's dinner foray went up to a Spaghetti Mill, but the 45 minute wait

proved to be too much for starving fans, and we adjourned to 2 small German
place and ate — plus carted out some doggie bags!

(M(Doggie bags? My Ppg God! Hot doggies, I presume??)M)



Friday I did go to the Exhibition, only to find that it was too hot for the
cattle and most of them had gone home - only the people were still waiting
around!

Now - Truc Confessions time —~ I didn't seec a whole lot of the program -~ in
fact only bits and pieces. I did see Susan Glicksohn's pride and joy, the ALL
OUR YESTERDAYS room, and am still awed by the color of former zines and the
wealth of fannish history stored right there!?

I did (of course) get into the art show and was disappointed that therc
wasn't any Kirk stuff there, but still managed to enjoy it very nicely. I
can only hope that the Freas painting which was taken is found and returned.

Okay - Truc Confess number 2 - I don't party much - heck, any at alll So, I
can only say that if the number of people who didn't make it up for breakfast
is any indication of the revelry the night before - wow, it must have becn
gome kind of a party conii!

The Masquerade was nice - what I could see of it - but therc weren't too many
entries. I don't know if anything at all can be done about being able to sce,
but I personally couldn't sce most of the time and for some of the entries
will have o wait and ask for photos to see what they really locked like, .

One thing the concom did which I really liked was the showing of all the Hugo
dramatic presentation nominations., It!'s true that I only got to see SLAUGH-
TERHOUSE FIVE and five minutes of SILENT RUIINING, but the idea is GOOD. But,
a bigger room ought to be used for that section of the film show if possible,
I missed out on SILENT RUNNING because the guy in front of me stood up - he
couldn't see ~ so of course I ended up not being able to see and.... g5

The Chinese banquet wos most enjoyable., I would have liked it to be a bit
more leisurely, but under the crowded doing--business circumstances I understand
that the best possible job wos done and carried out without undue trouble.

To sum it all, the con was huge. For me, it was a chore to try to face so

many people - but that's just me. I did (naturally) miss most of the people I
later found out had been there and whom I wanted to sce. I did mect a lot of
fans though, and had a darned good time. The Bowers stopped to talk a bit
about pubbing, and gave me some ildeas plus suggestions of what I!11 be running
on my mimeo once I get the mechanics of running it figured out. Yes, mighty
nice peopleld

Onc last note: the concom did a tremendous Job and the hotel was almost un-—
believable in the way they handled everything. I can only compare Torcon 2
with Noreascon and LACon and can easily say that things went a whole lot
smoother than I've ever secen before. Even the elevators (while understandably
o bit slower than desired) weren't all that hard to find, and there were
stoirs right there for those who got too impatient.

S0, tired and swamped by the kindness of the people I had met, Torcon 2
drifted away, but then again, there's alwoys DISCON II !r1i!
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A book review column by PHIL PAYNE

THE YR®AR'S BEST SCIENCE FICTION NO. 6: ED. Brian Aldiss and Harry Harrisons
Sphere: 235pps 35p.

THE ASTOUNDING-ANALOG READER (2 VOLS.): ED. Brian Aldiss and Harry Harrisons
Spheres 291 & 320pp: 40p each.,

Messrs. Aldiss and Harrison have each acquired a reputation for their indiv--
idual contributions to sf. However, in the anthologies field it is their joint
efforts which have won them most acclaim, especlally their YEAR'S BEST SF
series, Here in the sixth volume we have the mixture as before, a strongly
personal selection of stories both good and bady; from sources as far apart as
"Wew Statesman" and "New Worlds'.

One of the best pieces in the collection comes from one of these unusual
sources. Intitled "Darknesg" 1t 1s o translation from a story by a Brazilian
writer, Andre Carneiro, and first appeared in such a form in NOVA 2. The
theme is not really newg an enveloping darkness slowly descends on the world,
seemingly affecting men's cyes themselves. Soon the whole world is effective-
ly blind, and it is the men who have always been blind, and who can cope with
it, who come to the aid of the beleagucred world. The strength of the story
lics not in its theme, but in its pure writing skill, shown best in this
picce near the ends

"There were planets, solar systcms and galaxies. They were only two men,
bounded by two impassive ralls, rcturning home with their problems."

There are a number of other very good stories. Aldiss' own "As For OQur Fatal
Continuity" is one of the best. Ostensibly an obituary of the future artist
Orton Dayling - who based all his works on "famous last words" - it is brill-
iantly imaginative in the characterisation of this eccentric genius. Another
British story of note is Chris Pricst’s "The Head and +thce Hand", also a por-
trayal of a future entertainer. Sadly in this case the man's carecer - self-
mutilation - adds a grotesquely bizarre note which mars the story.

In contrast therc are two very good American stories, with a less serious
note. The botter one is Alex Hamilton's "Words of Warning', ahout the day
when all the printed words decide to go on vacution! The other is the late
Ken Purdy?s "The Matter of the Assassin Mercfirs", a very well-handled court—

casce story set in the future.

The other seven stories range from the mediocre to the bad. In a2 way reminis—
cent of the 0ld Judith Merril anthologies the b ok also contains an amusing
guartet of graphics, and a selection of uninteresting poems. As usual the ed-—
itors produse al introduction, an afterword and brief story initroductions. As
one might experct, Aldiss talks about forthcoming "histories of science fiction"
while Harrison discusses what sf should be about. It was a surprise, though,

to find glaring crrors in the story introductions, which Messrs. Aldiss and
Harrison should have avoided. Despite that, the book is worth reading, and,
whilst not the ycar's best sf, does contain some unusual items which will
probably not turn up in the other similar anthologies.




From the new we go to the old, for the "Astounding-Analog Reader" pair arc
only the first part of a series planned to cover the history of the magazine,
and only gect as far as 1946, The first book has seven stories, dated 1937 to
1941, The two latest are the well-known and over-anthologised "Nightfall" and
"By His Bootstraps". The other five, though, are little-known stories, mainly
by first generation authors like Raymond Z. Gallun and Ross Rocklynne., They
may represent the best of the period, but the competition wasntt great. They
are all very outdated and probably best forgottcn.

The second book deals with the next four years, and it is immediately appar—
ent that the so-called "golden age" had arrived. There are eight storicss
Simak's "City", Van Vogt'!s "The Storm", Leinster's "First Contact" and Brown's
"Placet is a Crazy Place" have all received their due recognition. There are
also two lesser-known classicss Beriram Chandlerts "Giant Killer" and C,L.
Moore's "Wintage Season'". Lven the remaining pair are above average.

The editors provide very readable introductions to the book as a whole, and
to each batoh of three stories. The books themselves, though, are probably of
real interest only to the fan who is interested in sf history.

NEBULA AWARD STORIES 8: Id. Isazc Asimovs Gollancz: 287pp: £2.50
WHERE DO WE GO IFROM HERE?: ®d. Iscac Asimovs Michael Joseph: 415pp: £3.75

Another hardy annual on the anthologies scene is the "Nebula Award" series.
As usual, no. 8 contains the three winners and a few of the other nominees.
This is a far better idea than that used by the Hugo award anthologies, where
only the wimners are published - often several years aftcr they won.

The lcad story in the collection is the winning novella, Arthur Clarke's "A
Mecting with Medusa'". Two yecars old now, it is probably well-known to most
readers. Briefly though, the story concerns a "balloon" exploration of the
upper recaches of Jupiter's atmosphere; and the wildlife found there. The story
is Clarke at his proficicnt best. There is no eixceptional brilliance to it,
but just a well-thought, interesting story line, told in his own inimitable
gtyle.

The short story award went to Joanna Russ' "When it Changed", a quiet, unass—
uming tale of the confrontation between an all-male space expedition and an
all-female planet. Again therc is nothing spectacular -- no fantastic plot
twist ~ but Just good solid writing, that there is so little of these days.
It is only unfortunate that Joanna does not write more often, as the genre
needs her stories.

The third award — novelette — went, likec the Hugo, 1o Poul Anderson's "Goat
Song". It is yet another story with his curious blend of myth and science,
that won him both awards last year with "Qucen of Air and Darkness"., This
story is the weaker of the iwo, suffering somewhat from its stilted prose. Of
the threc winners, it is the least descrving.

The remaining steries are generally of &« high quality as well., William Rotsler
presents an exceptionally good 'first story'; entitled "Patron of the Arts",
As one might expect it is about the development of art in the future, and in
particular about one artist. The quality of the story, though, lies in its
portrayal of the patron of the title. Bob Silverberg offcrs another notable
story, "When We Went to Sec the End of the World", about a party of people,
each of whom has been to sce the end of the world, and each of whom has secn
something different.



Briefly, the remaining three consist of an amusing tale from Fred Pohls an
uncharacteristically poetic fantasy about a unicorn from Harlan Ellisong and
Gene Wolfe's obscurely bizarre "I’ifth Head of Cerberus". Asimov contributes
quite an intercsting article about the economics of sf, but, sadly, ruins it
by telking of himself as the world authority - a 11utle big-hcaded even for
Asimov - because of his awards for "The Gods Themselves". It is sad that the
committec let themselves be swayed by emotion in the selection, as the book
was nowherc ncar good enough.

In contrast thc Good Doctor is back at his inventive best in "Where do We Go
from Here?' Convinced that science fiction has great potential as a teaching
device, hc has picked out seventeen storics ~ some very well-known, others
rather morc obscure -~ which he thinks should inspire cuiriosity about some aspect
of scicnce. Following cach story is a brief summary of the scicntific concepts
mentioned within, with comments on their validity. Then therc is a short list

of bricf questions, intended to guide the student's thoughts along useful lines,
and finally an appendix containing a couple of books per story for further

study.

For example, one of the guestions following Clarke's "The Deep Range" iss "If
mankind lcarns to harvest and process krill, what would happen to the great
whalcs?", and onc is referred to a book by E. J. Slijper entitled "Whales",

Because of these featurcs, the anthology is fascinoting, and strongly to be
recommended. Donft be put off if you're not the student type, thoughs there are
mony good stories here which are worth reading anyway.

Other rcecent anthologies:

SCILENCE FICTION HALL OF FAME VOLS I & II: cd. Robert Silverberg: Sphere: 349
& 351lpp: 40p each.

A reprinted edition of this collection of the best sf short stories of all
time, as voted by the Scicnce Ficlion Writers of America. Very good sclection
of 26 storics, some not too common,

BEYOND CONTROL: cd. Robert Silverberg: Sidgwick & Jackson: 220pp: £1.95
Unusual collecction of scven old, little-known, but good stories. Womth reading,
but not worth buying.

TH® PENGUIN SCIENCE FICTION OMWIDUS: ed. Brian Aldisss 616pps 60p.

The threc classic Aldiss/Penguin anthclogics merged irto one giant cdition. A
total of 36 good stories at such o price mnke tals an excellent bargain for
anyone who did not get the original trio.

POSSIELE TCMCRROWS: ed. Groff Conklin: Coronets 192pp: 25p.

A collection of five stories, consisting of Asimov's "The Decad Past" and four
other rare but guite good stories. Werth a read ot least.

THE SPACE-TIME JOURNAL: ed. Judith Merrils Panther: 206pp: 30p.

Very poor sclection of 21 "New Wave'" stories and poems. DLittle to recommend it.

((Phil looks at some more of the current flood of anthologies next issuc.))




SEEN G R BRBK WALEHHH G HER G G G E % ZIE R 5§ G54 somm

Genzines received, with brief comments by Mike. Agnin, rather oid hat I'm
afraid - will try to catch up ncxt time.

BLUNT 2 (62pp/A4/Mim): Bob Smith et al., Selene, 131 Coxtie Green Road, Brent—
wood, Issex, CM1l4 5PT. The usual or 20p.

Veby fannish, with stuff about fan-groups, fan-art etc. Plenty to read, very
neat, but a bit unrelaxed. Rating: 7

KWALHIOOUA 8 (46pp/Usdto/Mim): Ed Cagle, Route 1, Leon, KS 67074, U.S.A. The
usual or 50c.

All sorts of odds and sods in here, mostly short, the whole being flavoured
with yed's offbeat sense of humour. Impcssible to describe. Rating: T

CYPHER 10 (56pp/A4/Mim): Jemes Goddard, Plovers Barrow, School Road, Nomans-—
land, Salisbury, Wilts., 20p.

Best item is a conversation between Aldiss and Blish ~ very good, but the
rest is pretty turgid this time atound. Some good artwork. Rating: 5

MALFUNCTION 4 (16pp/4to/Mim)s Pete Presford, 10 Dalkeith Road, South Reddish,
Stockport, SK5 TEY, Cheshire. The usual.

The best issue yet. All good grimy fun in here, though it probably wouldntt
geem half as good if it was spelt and laid out properly. See, Pete — nice
words even though you panned LURK. Don't it make you feel ashamed? Rating: 8

MADCAP 3 (60pp/4to/Mim): Pete Presford & Pete Colley (addiess above). A show
of interest, or 25p.

A good iry, with three interior colours, some lithoed art and a reasonable
layout — but the material aintt worth it. Best things are Alan Hunter's
INTRODUCTION TO COMiCS and Phil Payne's book reviews. Plenty of ghastly
poetry, of course., Rating: 3

SFINX 8 (28pp/Ad4/Litho): Kevin Smith, Oriel College, Oxfomd. 15p.

High quality amateur fiction zine. Authois this time are Jan Watson, Kevin
Smith, Rob Holdstock, Allan Scott and Chris Morgan. Almost professional stan-
dard in layout. You should look at this, Rating: 6

THE ALTEN CRTTIC 6 (80pp/AUS4to/Litho): Richard ®, Geis, Box 11408, Portland,
OR 97211y U.S.A. In UK. from Wm. Dawson & Sons Etd., Cannon House, Folkestone,
Kent. £1.98 per year - 4 issues,

Much of the magic has gone, I'm afraid, but there are some good bits in here
if your eyes will stand the small typs. With the imcreassd cmphasis on sf here,
LOCUS becomes less and less essential, especially as theyire cutting down on
fan newvs, Rating: 6

BREAKTHROUGE 1 (12pp/US4to/Mim): Henvy Bitman, P.O. Box 968, Azuasa, CA 91702,

U.S.A. T'Tes, _

New sercon zine from someone I've never heard of. Can't get into this at a2ll.
Rating: 3

GEGENSCHEIN 11 (24vp/4to/Mim)s Eric Lindsay, 6 Hillcrest Avenue, Faulconbridge,

NSW 2776, Augtralia. The usual.

Just editorial, zine reviews and letters this time. Nice rcading though. Ken

Ozanne looks promising as zine reviewcr. Rating: 6

((still a big backlog, but a real blitz next time....promise}))



THE PIPERCOLUMN

a columm (or pipe)
by
DAVID ¢, PIPER (aged 34)
‘entitled
'YOSSARTAN IS GOD!!
or

'DOG VOMIT BLUES'

or
'DRY HEAVES IS ONE REACTION, I GUESS!

I got a letter the other day from the Credit Controller (Export) of a very
large electrical company. Said company has an Italian sounding name (and, no,
he wasn't making mé¢ an offer I couldn!t refuse.,...ocven if he did sound as if
his mouth was packed with crabmapples) (a la Orr) (Oh Yeah! It's gonna be one
of those pieces full of esoteric literary allusions!) (Or p'raps not) (Depends
if T can think of any more esoteric literary allusions) and is situated Up
Tt'North. The first paragraph of this letter read thuslys:-

"You will have received from us recently a statement of your account

as ot 31 August 73, reflecting a balance due to us of £90,460-12 against
which we have received the settlement of an invoice for £16-32, loaving
a balance owing of £90,443~30,"

Now, I dunno how that strikes you, but it struck me as hilarious. So hilarious
In fact that I just had to phome him up to congratulate him on such a fabulous
first para, and also to thank him sincercly for brightening my whole day. So

I did. Trouble is, I can only assume I caught him on one of his bad days, bo~
cause he gomehow didnt't scem to fully appreciate my, obvious, hilarity and
admiration for his literary flair....in fact, to be terribly truthful, he
didn?t scem to get it at all. I fear that I realised too late that it was not
a deliberate juxtaposition of words and figuwes but that the man was serious.

Wo parted on less than amiable terms....cspecially after I had pointed out: to
hip in no uncertain terms that until he answered my query as regards the rie-

diculously inflated CPA ho was charging us on the contract his next letter to
me might just as well be a simple repeat of this one. But that was only after
I'd tumbled that he wasnt't the fun guy I'd assumed he was at first.

I got another letter on another day from a guy who was threatening us with
cessation of supply and throwing tho spectire of legal action at us due to non=-
payment of an invoice. I phoned him up and explained, in my usual friendly,
fun-~loving, good—egging Jjokey way, that we couldn't pay his invoice dated



Jime on account of:-

ag we never got the invoice

b) the goods Lkaven't yet even been sent. to [
New Zealand

c¢) reason they hadn't been sent was because
his firm had not yet applied for shipp- ‘ﬁ
ing instructions =

d) and they hadn®t replied to our last 4

letters requesting shipping instructions L

and invoioces.

He then, in an irate voice, forcefully <2 \
yelled at me as to why we hadn't replied to )f"';jf
his last 6 letters requesting payment of

the invoice with the information I had just {

imparted to him.

Nowy, to be honest, I couldn't remomber ac—

tually having letters from him before....

but then I usually chuck statements away

anyway,s.e.but I thought that this was just too good an opportunity to misg so
I rejoined, in a friendly way I assure you, with this rejoinder:-

"Well, probably we aren't replying to your letters on account of you arentt
replying to oursi"

He, to put it mildly, wasn'!t amused and we parted on less than aimiable grounds.

Now, I'm starting to. get just a leeotle worried
as to my chosen carcer (if one can use such a

A\j}~ _ term, specially in mixed company) and to my
o “‘”"\»/’/”’p—\h suitability to any form of business-like em-

\

t /A ployment. I Jjust don't seem to be able to gener-
% ‘\\ ate the right attitude and scriousness which
\‘ éky ’ seems to be a pre-rcquisite these days for a

N

\\7 ? e \ Civil Servant.

\};. ‘i A J Watch the back page of Exchange & Mart for a
v/ \§4 ™~ 'Pogition Wanted' ad. from an under-cducsted,
s 27/ i under-ambitious, over-weight and middle-aged
f 4Q‘ ! dead-beat from Ruislip.

(\ tﬁ\ Why (?), I'd@ probably even walk dogs.

(There now, I knew, just knew I'd be able to
get in at least ONE more esoteric literary all-
usionil)

= = = = = = = = = E

((There'll be more from Dave, next issue,))



I sat down ai the typer with the meili
all piied up high.

But when I kit that iyper, my bombed-
out mind was duy.

I necd some inspiration, so come and

light my fuse.

Yeh God I got tem, I got. the letter-

hack blues.

The faneds they all told me, with:
their crosses in the box

That this is your last issue, if we
don't get no locs.

So here it is on pay day, and they
ain't had their duesccecss
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I've been a fan for years and ycars,
and used to loc with easge

'Most ev'ry zine that came my way,
and always tried to please.

But now I just can't do it, cause the
gafiatls clogged my flu€eS.cseos

And when at last I get to that Great
Fanmeet in: the sky,

Saint Pete'll call me over, and het!ll
tell me with a sigh:

"Next time around you'll be a pro, and
that sure ain't good news". csceoe




Readers' response to the last issue, with comments by ((Mike)).

PAUL SKEILTON, That was a rat trick you played there in the letter col~
25 Bowland Close, umn, Mike old buddy, chumi! I'm buggered if I can remom-
Offerton, ber what I said about Catholics, but I'm sure it could

Stockport, only have becn an expression of my disgust in connection

Cheshire, SK2 S5NW. with the subject matter you did print, that is:— I'm dis-
gusted that the Catholic church should take the stand it
docs regarding birth control, and I'm egually disgusted with the Catholic ma~
jority who, whilst against the stand personally, haven't the gumption to stand
on their own two feet and demand that the Church take a rezlistic approach to
the whole thing. I can't understand this phoney dual sense of values. There
arc no unnatural methods of birth control. Man is a part of Naturc, not apart
froﬁuﬁdturc, hence any methods he comes up with (3!!) must be natural, no
mattor how sophisticated. Anyway, either birth control is morally wrong or it
isntt. It can't be morally wrong one way, and morally right another. Surely,
if birth control is morally wrong, it is Jjust as wrong to deliberately have
intercoursc during a period in which one knows (cross your fingers) that con-
ception cannot occur? Surcly God's will is thwarted just as positively as if
one had taken precautions?

Even the idea that God provided the safe period as 2 concession to sex-maniacs
doesn't stand up to the fact that man's knowledge of the safc period must be
“unnatural" in that it required "unnatural" practices (science) to provide
this sure knowledge.

((I hedn't thought of that last point before, but it secems fairly valid. I
agrec with you entirely on this subjcets however, you didn't mention abortion
as 2 method of birth control, and here my views are much less clear. I'm not
going to go into it, as it's been discussed at length and with some heat in
MOEBIUS TRIP, but it‘s certainly a iricky point. Getting back to contraception,
it secms to me that we should set aside thesc aclicate moxal points, and have
a good look at the situation facing uss there are just too many demn people on
this plane’, whether the population cxplosion is declining or not, and in order
to fecd them wcire having to run the rigk of mossing up the environment with
fertilisers, pesticides and what have you. If people cantt control their urges
(and I sce no reason why they should) then the least they can do is wecogmise
ard accept their social responsilility to their fellow human beings.,

I apologise if I "dropped you into the shit" - it wasn't intentionall))

ARCHIR MikCER, You seem to have got into the habit of asking me specific
21 Trenethick Pare, things (amd then not necessarily quoting me on the sub-
Helssoan, ject after allsse.)s This time you ask for the case pro-
Cornwall, tobacco, Well, Tor one thing, insecis don't like it, so
TR12 8LH. if it%s surmer and you're insect-ridden, if you (or a few

of you if there's a crowd) light up, the little Bs will
soon Wcke their perishing entomologicali selves off, Thal uay be a lightweight
argument - a considerably stronger one is thai smoking helps to keep one's
weight down, and thus it can in paradoxical fact help to promote health. Again,
there are six hundred and seventy-mine other PPEAILIgA# woys of keeping weight


recogni.se

down., In the long run, probably the only really effective one is sheer self-
discipline. To those who smoke, smoking is far more pleasant!

But surely the principal thing in favour of smoking is that it promotes happ-
iness. It makes it easier to tolerate the stresses and strains of life. If it
shortens that 1life — well, it could reasonably be argued that sixty middling=-
to-good years are far precferable to seventy middling-to-poor ones. I have
never partaken of any form of tobacco (other than the smoke of others, as you
point out) since my birth. I realise full well that were I to have smoked, T
would all along hove found life far more tolerable, been less bored, morec
willing to accept what came rother than moan that i1t was "this" and not "that".

(I still think it's a filthy habit, though!)

Finally, I must express my natural curiosity over the identity of Harry Harr—
ison's allegedly praiseworthy narrative about sexual intercourse, on accoumt
of which somebody unidentified offered him some liguid aphrodisiac.

((For those of you who don't know or con't remember what Archie's going on
about in his last paragraph, allow me to quote from part two of THE CHESSMAN-
CON INTERVIEW, last issue, in which Harry Harrison was talking about his happ—
iest moment in sf: "...I couldn't get out of the bar because chaps were buying
me drinks and they liked my story. "Oh Harry, it's a good fucking story, have
a fucking drink", you know...." The book in question is presumably STONEHENGE,
which I havent®t read, but they say some of those ancient rites were pretty X-
certificate stuff....))

PAMBLA J, BOAL, I suspect that those who rant and rave against cors

43 Hawthorne Crescent, are young, or at least fit and comparatively near
Grove, reasonable public transport. We can't afford our car,
Wantage, and I regret adding to pollution, but 1ifec without it
Berks, 0X12 [JD. would be intolerable for me. I Hope that the motor in-

dustry will see the present fuel crisis as a real
threat to their existence, and step up research into non-polluting transport,

Denth and accidenis on the road are a social problemg it is pcople who drive
carclessly, it is people who do not scc that thneir cars are properly maintained.
It is people who cross roads carelessly or allow their dogs to run free in
traffic. Jome roads, scme weather conditions add to the accident rate, but by
far the mejority of accidents arc caused by pecple. Why? No doubt you can give
as moor of the gleck answers au I can, but the very basic reason has yet to be
found., I suspect that 1f you icok all private vechicles off the road, not only
would accidcnis involving public transport rise, but also accidents in the

home and in placeg of entertainment.

((You scem to be suggesting that some sort of "death-wish" is involved here.
Certainly if one looks at the way some people drive, this must be the only cx-
planation, and it is certainly remarkable how o sanc and controlled person can
beocme completely different bLehind the wheel of a car, It is difficult to see,
though, how this supposed death~wish could find expression in the home or in
plazes of entertainment. All I get are none-~too-scrious visions of hundreds of
punters flinging themselves under the hooves of racchorses, suffreagette-style,
with cach race becoming a kind of Grarnd Nationzl as piies of bodies littered
the rececoursel))




IAN R, BUTTERWORTH, At scveral points in ilhe lettercol you mention cars,

29 Larkhill Road, giving the impression that you sce them as things of
Cheadle Hulme, becuty rather than the gross polluters they are. We know
Cheadley how many people kill themselves in cars, we also know
Cheshire, how many non-motorists get knocked down and killed each
SK8 5QW. year. That is discounting the people killed by the fumes,.

There is nothing to suggest that non-smokers arc killed
by the smoke from other peoples! cigarettes, so why not ban the motor car in-
stead of the cigarette?

((I'm sorry to have to tear you to pieces, but you really should be more care-—
ful what you write before writing it. If you rcad my comment on Roger Wadd—
ington's letter in the last issue, you'll sce that I regord cars as a necess—
ary cvil, Certainly the average family saloon is by no means a thing of beauty,
but, as in most fields of human endeavour, there have becn several examples
which could be considered art-ful, over the ycars. Sccondly, recent research
has shown that the amount of sccond-hand cigarette smoke inhaled by non—smo-
kers can be equivalent to smoking vp to five cigarettes a day, which certainly
isn®t going to help one to live longer, is it? Thirdly, since efforts are now
being made to reduce atmospheric poliution from car exhnusts, shouldn't smokers
be making the same sort of effort - by wearing plastic bags over their heads,
for instonce? A more serious solution would be to replace cigarettes by nico-
tine spray~inhalers, whereby the addict could keep his habitl to himself, and
not spread it around for all and sundry to enjoy ~ or otherwise,))

MARY LIEGG, And to think T gave away my EAGLE annual in 1970 when we
(addrcss unknown, moved! The DAN DARE episode in it was the one with the ex-
but %%z 'mo lon- ploding Spacec Academy statuettes. Yes, they were coloured
ger Oxford.) ~ don't you recall there were at least two gnily coloured
characters in it, & green one and & purple one?

Which reminds me of the time Keith Bridges went to & fancy-dress as o Sirian
dustmon. He had painted himself to the walst with a purple substance beforc the
Oxford con. It so happened that the Bridges were going to pick us up from my
mother’s at Banbury (this was before we moved to Cxford) btut arrived while we
werc out. My neice and nephew (also visiting) were playing in the garden when
the Bridges arrived, and came rushing in the back door shouting "there's a
purple man in the garden", just as Keith got %o the twrout door and knocked,
Man went to opan the door, saving to the children “Wnet romancingi", opened it
and there was heish, all purrisd We agk:zd her what she thought, and she said
"Oh, Ifm usel to Mary?’s frienldsi" Bven to this day, the kids enquire about the
purple man when I see them. What their schoolfriends make of Aunty Mary's way
of 1ife, I hate to think!

((That sounds like something out of the scwipt of a low-budget sf movie! But
whv 2 éusimoa? And how? A pity we oniy met beicfly at ihe con — I dont't think
I sow you at wll, other thanm on the registration desk. And I didn’t recognise
you = you didmit look at all as I expected. I shall say no more and leave you
woaderings) )

ERIC RENTCILIITS, A couple or so thoughts do come to mind which I should
17 Riverside Crescend, most probably have aired in thet previous letter...the
Holmes Chapel, one which seems to have engendered a foir amount of

Cheshire, comment. There were other differences in that Good 0Old

CW4 TXR. Pannish Fandom of the Fifties; mundane 'pressures!




which, in retrospect, obviously bhad a great deal of influence on it becoming

a fannish era. (There wasn't any fannishness around before then, either, Gray).
First off let us recall that thosec were happler days...more peaceful deys,

the second World Wer was over, so was rationing, the prospects for the future
looked good. Or at least, they looked better than they had been and it must be
realiscd that the BNFs and actifen of the so-called (Golden Age had all lived
through the war and were (like cveryone clsec) relicved that it wns all over,
Many of them had becn in the forces and living thiough WWLI whether in uni-
form or at home wasn't nice...much worsec than heving read about it, for ins-—
tance. So...they wanted to enjoy life, the climate was right for enjoying life,
they hadn't much money, they hadn't a lot in the way of material things but
they had a hobby and they werc going to enjoy it.

Another factor wos maturity ~ and before anyone leaps widdershins this way

let me say that no; I don't necessarily cquate age with maturity but I do e-
gucte it with age plus upbringing plus the mores of that age you are upbrung
in. The majority of fans of that era came into fandom at a later period in
life than the fans of today and they'd algo had to mature gquicker because of
the times they had lived through, The majority, again, had not the lengthy
education of the fens today, the lengthy leisurely cducation. Most had left
school at 14 or 15, worked until they werc called-up into the forces and
quickly had to work again after demob to support their addiction to s-f (and
more mundane vices!) They'd had to mature fast. So...they had a hobby, they
were in the main, mature, they rezlised that a hovby was to be enjoyed, that
fandom woas a place in which to have fun, and they did. It wasn't easy, but it
was fun...you had to use imagination because oft times you couldnt!t afford the
processcs that eliminated that nced. Gestetner and Company learncd that fandom
was doing things that they shouldn't have been able to do with their machines!
And, perhaps becausc once you have learned to use your imagination you keep on
using it, imagination in writing and extrapolation of mad idecs as well as in
mind—over~duper (or flatbed).

Obviously, the current wave of fandom grew up in a completely diffcrent atmos-
phere and a different type of fandom had to evolve. I recall a few years back
going to an exhibilion of 11/12 yecr old art; the overriding impressicn gained
from it was of imminent doom...otomic explosions were prominentiy featured,
the colours were souorous and glocuy. Bad news is pews and it was (and is) ob-
vious that mass media (ncver before so powerful) was hoving a considerable
effcet orn “he minds of that and gimilar age groups. Whother most of the late
tecns wund early-—twoaty year olas reallise it or not they have teen literally
broiuwashed invo Lelleving thet this world of ours is 2 foul and pestilent
place and that armageddon is probably due any moment. Any wonder that therc's
a lock of wit and humour?t? That much U.K. 'faniish' output consists of pre-
tenticus 'vuetry! sad in stylie and content??? It takes o hell of an acute
sensce of himour o0 stay cheerful in the face of so much 'bad news'...we had
optimigin o help uss.

Poseibiy. the cure for faadom's illg (meicly UK, faudonts — in the States
thoweis been o greater comwimiiy of fannisbuess) is 4o bton the T.V., burn

all »napers hefore reading, and to look around a little more at the good things
in 1ifc., There are plenty...:i0 other era has had so much inherent opportunit—
ieg ond this is prctably ooversely reflecited by the theme of {today - PUEGIEST,
That's a thing you can't have from so many throats unless they have somewhere
comfortable to shout from., Which may be cynical, but happens to be true,




There are hints of a fannish revival...could this be, I wonder, because having
got embroiled in fandom with its continual thud through the letter box of
tinteresting meil', mass media are taking a back seat?

((Anything that helps to shed morec light on the reasons behind the Golden Age
(majority vote, I think) must be welcome, and your loc/article (I note and
accept your rebuke) is quite illuminating. However, I dontt altogether share
your views on the 'younger generation'!: the fact isg that the world is a foul
and pestilent place, almost anywhere you look, not of itself, but because of
what we have done to it, and are still doing to it. It is not so much a ques-~
tion of brainwashing as one of awarcness of the criminal things some people
will do towards one end - making money. This is the reason for all the pro-
testing, and it is up to those who are able to do so to shout long and loud
until things get done. The mass media could do a great decal more towards
revealing the truth, but sadly, vested intercsts too often decree otherwise.))

PHILIP PAYNE, I was startled to find Mary Legg preferred !'Letter from Am—
32 Western Road, ericat'! to 'Uneasy Rider'! ~ proves I'm not an article writer
Oxford, by inclination. In many ways 1 wish neither had been pub-
0X1 4LG. lished in the first place - it was a neo's view of published

glory. The time I had in the Statea was one of the best im
my life for a hundred reasons, none of which I can really communicate via the
written word. I can quite appreciate Sheryl Birkhead!s and Harry Worner's ob—
jections thereby. I hate being a tourist, and '"Uneasy Rider! was about me
being a tourist, so naturally it didn't tumm out too well. Harry has the right
ideas it was the people I met at the camp, in the bars and on the road that
made me like the place a lot. One of the best times was when I woas hitch~hik-
ing around from the camp, and mecting a fascinating number of fascinating
people. So my apologies to all the American readers; the fault was in my pen,
not in your country.

((Nicely put. But at least the pair of articles you did got you quite a bit of
response, even if most of it was negative. And some people actually liked 'em,
don¥t forget!))

GRAHAM POOTRE, Pegarding camps etc. I'm sure it would be a good thing for
23 Russet Road, children as well as ﬂduTts to gct out into the countryside

Cheltenham, for a bit (of sceneryj., I haven't had much experience (of
Glos., comps) ard have only been calp;ng once, whis year in July in
GL51 TilN. +ha Lake District. 1?4 passed my driving test just three doys

before and wetd have had to have hitch-hiked otherwise.
Whether this was o good thing (WO gaw o lot more countryside and travelled
further faster) orx a bad thing (no sense of battling agoninst the environment,
or o cnences with roture) I don't really know. If I hodn't any worries about
cash and vihier mundane things I wouldn't mind dropping out for a while into
the couniryside (such as remcins of it) ond really sceing nature. ITd love to
take o camera along to capture all its beauty. The scenes of Edward G. Robin-
gonis death in "Soylent Groen® where he watchss the film of Tarth'!s past
bewuty, paris of several of the "Planet of the Apes" series and the opcning
ghots in "200i" I think are brillisnt cxemples of cinemiitography capturing
nature and T thrill whenever I see that sort of thing. To sec nature, bezuti-
ful noture even in those desert scenes is like reading science fiction - &
sense of awe, of complcte relaxation, comes over you. During our journeying I
was driving along as the sun was setting over distant peaks. We were just



passing Eskdale when we saw the sky was a shade of salmon pink, deepening all
the time, and the clouds were reflected in the waters of the lake. In the fore-
ground sheep and cattle grazed contentedly and in the very same instant of
confronting such beauty I just had to brake to a halt and catoh my breath. I
got my cine camera out and tried to record it for posterity but it didn't come
out the same. But no amount of time will ever erase that moment from my life...
not even my hopeless memory.

((People are odd. Go to any well-known 'beauty-spot! in the height of summer,
and you will see acres of cars, with people sitting in them, some without even
the windows open. Why do so few of them bother to get out and walk around a
bit? Man, the only creature with an awareness of his place in the scheme of
things, seems to prefer to set himself apart from it - and therein lies
disaster.))

DAVE RQWE (again), For the last five ishes, LURK seems to have been Brit's

8 Park Drive, most promising fnz. With no. 5, I felt that some of that
Wickford, 'promise' should be fulfilled...and wasn't., (Does this
Issex, sound 'hard'? I hope not!) The layout is fine, simple and
SS12 9DH. unexperimental - personally I like it and hope you won't

start using inside illos unless they're of very good qual-
ity. The headings are getting neater, as you get used to stencil cutting, but
gsomewhat small and a little too plain. An 'outline! heading would in fact look
better, but they're a little more difficult to use, as you have to lige up two
guide-stencils instead of one.

The main 'fault! with LUBK is its written content, which is usually average,
good or 'ho-hummy' (as Pete Roberts puts it). There's rarely anything really
texciting! in there. I earnestly suggest you write round to some of the best-~
knowmn fan-writers to get some material. By this I don't mean Boak, Williams,
Maule, ﬁﬁﬁé etc., I mean the pros and abroad-fen (U.S. especially). I also
scout the locols; if a person can write a good loc it seems probable he'll
write a good article.

((No, it doesn’t sound hard - in fact I agree entirely; LURK started off quite
well, and has got little better, except for the lettercol, which I'm quite
Pleased with, and which is the bit of the zine I enjoy doing most. I think
LURK reflects our personalities in that it is an easygoing type of zine - and
therein lies the troubleg to produce a good genzine you have either to have
good contacts, personal friendship type contacis, with a lot of prolific wri-
ters; or else a forceful, persistient nature of the type which can get blood
from a stone — or contribs from a stranger. We fit into neiiher of those types,
which is why we're folding LURK and going for a more personal type of zine,
for which coatribs will be welcome, but not solicited.))

SHERYL L. BiRKHEAD, I mus’ say that the few Anglezines (such a word exists?)
23629 Wocdiield Road, I've seen seem to run a higher average quality-wise

Gaithersburg, than American zines. Good, clear; legible repro, nicer
MD 20760, U.S.A. papsr, and 80 on. I wonder how the production expenses
- compare?

By the way ~ about Dave Rowe's letter - saw a cartoon of the Pioneer 10 sitting
on some planet, with a pair of people staring at the placque: "Yes, they look
just like people....except they donft wear any clothes".




((That's interesting, because from this sids of ike pond I would have to say
exactly the same thing about American zines! It's probably because wnly tho
bigger and better products of each country actually find their way across the
water. Certalmly in the fanzine review columns of LOCUS there are titles whioh
I've never seen over here, and I suspect that most other people haven't either,
except maybe Pete Weston and Pete Roberts, who I should imagine get a lot more
zines than mo other UK, fans. I got the impression, from & couple of things
Dick Geis said REG, that production costs are lower where you are; U.K. fans
would pay 70p - &1 per ream for quarto paper, 3p — 6p per stencil, £1 - £1.50
per 1lb. tube of ink, roughly speaking. Internal postage would be 5p or 8p,
first class, for a zine of about this size.))

TOM ROBERTS, Well, where the hell have I been, eh? You write in
Dept. of English, July and I answer in November. Buried in fanzines,
University of Connecticut, for one thing: I have now received upwards of 35

Storrs, different titles and am only a little over halfway
CT 06268, U.S.A. through reading and loccing them. They came in an

avalanche which buried me.

But I have not forgotten the proposal to have British zines collected im some
archive, and our librarian and I have been intermittently busy at getting
things straightened out. He is perfectly happy to get the zines, but we made
some investigations and discovered that there may be other libraries alrecady
collecting them., These were rumors we were dealing with and I won't bore you
with all the details of our investigation: the rcsult is that apparently there
is not any other library collecting the zines systematically. A copy of SPEC-
ULATION which arrived a month or so ago mentioned the proposal of someone in
England to oollect the zines. I can see that the idea of having the collection
in Bngland might appeal especially to British faneds, but the offer to collect
them in our library still stands,

LURK 3 and 4 arrived in good condition, and I have read LURK 4 carefully and
with pleasure., The James White speecch is great fun, and the issue as a whole
is impressive if mometimes a 1little mysterious. Let me expand on that last
point with a full-fledged theory of the British fanzine.

To an outsider like myself - new to fanzines, and American - your zine is Iike
a creature which moves and breathes and has its being in three or four differ-
ent kinds of space at the same time. There ic the sercon space - which I can
see and understand -- as represented by the White spcech and the transcription
of the tapec of a dissussion with sf writers and thc revicws (which T like be-
causc they are long enough for me to get an impressicn of the book and of the
reviewer). Here, LURK scoms steadily serious and responsible and not so extra-
vagant as some other zines I have been rcading. Then there is the apa space,
of which I am totally ignorant, There is also the fandom space, in which know=-
ledge of tirz personalities inveived is essential, and scme awareness of the
history of their relations with one another. I am slowly beginning to feel my
way irto all of this by means of ‘the ietters and thz other fanzines I have
becn rcading and some very nice long letters from the faneds which I have been
receiving - including your own. Add to these spaces the business of editing a
fanzine in some vague kind of competition with other zines from England and
the United States. That involves one in questions of typcgraphy and writing and
methods of duplication and appears in the editorial and in the locs. I find
myself beginning to have opinions on these matters, too, though they remain



fairly distant, Finally, there is the fanzine as a personal letter from its
editors, which appears most prcminently in the editorial in this issue but
also in parenthetical replies to the locs. For some reason I like this aspect
of the zine very much even though I know very little about you and Patg there
are a few American faneds whom I simply dislike.

How do you make Jjudgements on a ereature which is living in several 'dimen-
sions! which you do not inhabit yourself? I don't know. And so LURK and other
zines I have read are always slightly intelligible and slightly umintellig—
ible. My own impression of British zines as compared with the American coun-
terparts is that the writing is almost always better but that it maintains a
steady goodness which does not so often risc to something superior. The Amer—
ican fanzines almost always have something in them which is so godawful it
would never appear in the British zines but often have something so outland-
ish: in its own clumsy way that one is really grateful to the writer for having
written it. American fameds scem to try harder, make bigger jackasses of them—
selves, and also occasionally go beyond what one expected. British fanmeds seem
to avoid foclishness more successfully but pay for that with inhibitions
against the surprisingly good. But I am coming to like British fandom a little
better than American fandom: there is a kind of loving hatred evident in Bri-
tigh fandom (not so clearly in LURK, I think) that reminds me of that defin-
ition of demccrasy as a group of people who hate one another working togcther.
TPFor some recason I find myself wishing I were part of the group.

((Thank you for a lucid and surprisingly perceptive appraisal of a neo's view

of fanzines and fandoms, Some of your comments struck homec with great accuracy,
though I think your comparison of British and Awexican fenzines is distorted,

as I remarked to Sheryl, by only seeing the picture from one side., I hope

that all U.K. faneds will take note of your offer to collect zines, and will
respond, quite simply because the more fanzine collections there are around

the world, even though they may be very incomplete, the more permanent and
complete will be the jigsaw of fannish history, for the benefit of future fans.))

KN OZANNG, What do you mean there is nobody local? Tveryone in Iing—
tThe Cottonwoods!', land is local. After all, this state is about threc or
42 Meek's Crescenty, four times the size of the British Isles and I get to
Faulconbridge, seec most of the active fen in it every month,

NSW 2776,

. ] ({veah, btut T thought meost of Australiatls actifen lived
Australia.

) s ___in the some fown as you anyway? Seriously theugh, I supp—
cge that Avssiefen, living such vast distances from each other, accept the

trovel problem more readily. There doesn'®t seem to ke all that much personal
contact between groups (within grours, yes) over here, eXcept at cons of course.))

HARRY WARNER I can't think of much to say about this set of excerpts
9 . P

423 Sunmit Avenue, fiom the con interview, unless iu's a philosophical

Hogerstowmn, obscervation on how thege famous pros are fain to re-—

Maryiand 21740, U.S.A. vert back to their early fannish expericnce instezcd of
—— drawing on professional adaveatures tor their happiest
memeries. Curiously, I cantt thirk of any happimess cui of science fiction that
rivaled those inspired by acquisitiowss the first time I became the owner of

a prczine, and cven more impcrtant, the itime a local secoud-hand store put on—
to its shelves a dozen absolutcly mint copies of 1927-28 Amazing Stories for

a dime each.




I hope the automobLile becomes extincl, except for cmergency purposes when fast
transporiation is nccessary., A return to the trolley era would seem to be the
most logical way to convent to a different method of getting around. The only
real objection to trolleys, before autos became so numerous, was their noise
output. It should be possible to reduce the decibels., I cantt think of any
other transportation which is as efficient and contributes as little to the
pollution problem. Nobody ever scems to blame the auto for one of its most
serious effects on civilisation: the way it takes people awey from other peco—
ple. Tach individual or small group is in his own steel womb, cut off from
communicating with or even clearly secing any of the other travelers, and a
lot of drivers let off hostilities by yelling at other motorists or threaters—
ing them with driving styles. When you ride buses or trains or you walk, you
arc separated from many other pcople by just the empty air, you don't dare act
belligerently without cause because this could lead to a punch in the rose,
and travelers get a sense of being part of humanity instead of confining
themselves to a lonely drive or the presence of Jjust a couplec of family mem—
bers or friends.

((Prankly, the thought of finding a dozen 1927-28 Amazings, even at 2p each,
wouldnt®t excite me very much, only insofar as I would realisec their scarcity.
But as an inveterate book—~ and record-hunter and scourer of secomd-hand shops,
I know the fecling of finding a long-sought item at a bargain price. I always
feel guilty at being pleased in this way, since I realise the falsity of mat=
erialism, but I can't help it. As far as records are concernedy; I have often
justifiod myself by thinking that I would be quite happy to dispose of the
actual records, provided I could have instant easy access to the material they
contain, but I can't extend that justification to my books and magazines,
Therc's something about the sight and smell of pulp that really turns mec on,
man. Bxcuse me whilst I go and meke love to & 1942 Astounding.))

JIM MEADOWS III, I'm slow, but I get there sooner or later. 7 months isn't
31 Apple Court, that long, is it? At any rate I am now ((Easter Monday 1974))
Park Forest, loccing the October issue of LURK.

I1linois 60466, All these British fens seem to be knee deep in conventions}
i I have never been to onc myself, and have t0 wonder what
?hey are iike. I1'd prcbably embarrass myself curing one anyhow, putting down
the STAR TREK books while James Blish was in the room, or asking Phil K. Dick
for a quarter for the cold drink machine.

I agrcee with Archie Mercer on beer; what I have tasted seems to have been
brewed from rice. However, I am following on faith the thcory of Mike Royko,
an American newspaper columnist (Chicago Daily News) that this is not the truec
taste of beer, only of mass-prcduced big name becr, pumper up with chemicals,
tasting lite it was 'run through & horse'. Royko conducted a beer-tasting
test, gothering half a dozen beer drinkers together and giving them various
brands of beer in unmarked rugs. After the votes were tailied, it was found
thasil Turopean bremds, and small American brands that don't adveriise, would
make the top, with the beer drinkers going on how wonderful it was, and how
they could drimic this all day. Meanwhile Budwiser, Schlitz, Miller, 0ld Chi-
cago, all these big American: brands which paid milliors for ads on ball game
broadcasts, and that these beer drinkers had been consuuilng for decades, sudd-
enly paled beside these other brands. The basic conteniion was like Archie
Mercer'sy if they didn't say bat's piss, they meant about the same thing.



((About the last thing I expected was to get a loc on LURK 5 almost seven
months after publishing the thing. It just shows there’s something to be said
for long gaps between issues after all. Actually if you look again you'll see
it wos me who was going on about the quality of beer. I can't imagine Archie
using the phrase 'bat's piss! in connection with anything! From what you say,
though, your beer must be even worse than ours, if there were ang English
brands among the FEuropean group. Is home-brewing illegal over there? I can't
offhand think think of ever secing any reference to it in the States. In my
experience even an average home-brew is more cnjoyable than the mass-produced
stuff, as well as being stronger, of course.))

DON ALILEN, I don't go along with the assumption that fan-groups
12 Briar Edge, produce the best faenzines. Fan-groups can sometimes
Forest Hall, get tco wrapped up in their own self-importance, with

Newcastle=-upon-Tyne 12. +the result being their fanzines are usually full of
in-jokes and storics that no one elsc has a clue
about. Whercas an individual Trufaned usually takes in the whole compass of
Fandom. Contribs and locs come from 211 over the world, and not just a few

odds and ends by unknown locals. Onc of the major differences between current
fanzines, especially British ones, and thosc of the fiftics and early sixties
is the lack of international unity! At present, British Fandom scems to be jog-—
ging along doing its own thing whereas there used to be more harmony with other
countries. More so with America. There was certainly closer contact between
British and U.S. fans and their fanzines reflected this. Events in Britain

had an effect on American Fandom, and vice versa; now the two secem to go their
own way. The course is the same, but that unity is no longer therec.

I disagree with Cy Chauvin's comment thot sf fans are more intelligent than
the general public. A right load of bull that! Cy falls into the trap of thin-
king that Fandom is unique! Oncec upon a time I too was of the opinion that
your sf fan was more intellectual than Joe Public. That no one clse wrote let-
ters by the score, read so many books, pubbed fanzines and all the other ac-—
tivities associated with sf Fandom. Then I discovered other Fandoms! It was
such a shock to learn that other bodies had such things as fanzines, etc. I
got into Country & Western FPandom and read their fanzines, and what fantagtic
conventions they have. Listcening to 'Country Club' cn Radio 2 the other week

I heard a2 C&W faned describing the joys of publishing a fonzine! In the days
when I was burning the candle at both ends I was so involved with sf Fandom
that my World was confined to it alone. All my waking hours werec devoted to
Fandom, (even dreamed about Fandom %aking over the world). I didn't have time
for other hobbies or activities. However, when the pangs of gafia started to
wear off in the mid-sixties I found therc was a hole in my life which needed
filling. Sf Fandom wasn't doing too well at that time, or it didn't appear to
be from the few contacts I made, so I drifted into other Fandoms in which my
intercsts lay: archacology, Country music, astronomy, horse racing, stomps

and coirs, history. Once you got involved and through the scrcon wall, cach
ong had its ownn fannish qualities. Sort of parallel universe Fandoms.

When correspoading by tape I tried to get a "Song for Fandom" competition
going. A blank tope was sent to each participant who had to record his song
and then the complete tape was to be played at a Con cx some fan gathering.
The idea never really got off the ground,. and there were some bloody awful
singers on the trial-tapes!

Ghoodmintons a great game. I don't rcmember all the rules — not that there




were many - but it was like Badminton! Players lined up over a narrow table

with a high net and using squarc bats, without handles, knocked a shuttlecock
back and forth.

((Hmmm. Sounds a bit mundane the way you describe it. I'd exvected all sorts
of strange fannish rules and hazards. But I'll take you up on your offer of a
piece describing your intro to the games that's the sort of fan-writing I want
to publish.,.

Therc certainly arc a lot of other fanzines besides those in sf fandom; how
long they've bcen around, of course, is a diffecrent matter. Maybe we were the
first. I've recently begun subscribing to RUMBLE, a fanzine devoted to pop
instrumental records; it's really quite similar to a sercon genzine like
CYPHER, except that it doesn't featurc artwork. It has an editorial, articles
by contributors, discographics instead of bibliographies, record reviews in-
stead of book reviews, and letters from readers. There's no doubt that the
literary standard of the editor and his contributors is quite high, but to
judge from the letter column, the readers don't match up too well; cetrtainly
there the standard is not as high as you'd find in most sf fanzines, sercon or
fannish, Still, I don't dispute your point, Donj I think sf fans are sometines
a little smug, and necd shaking up a bit.))

WE ALSO HEARD FROM:

DAVE PIPER, who scnt a couple of columns, onc of which appears herein, and who
moaned about the non-appearance of his artwork. Soon, baby.

KEVIN SMITH, of Sfinx fame, who said funny things in an annoyingly unguotable
WaY e

TERRY JEEVES, who said hc knew he'd enjoy it before he opened it; and was right.
The late GILLON FIELD; a great and sad loss to fandom.

JOHN PIGGOTT, who was faithless enough to think that LURK had lurked its last.
Not quite yet, anyway, John,

ANDREW STEPHENSON, who must be clairvoyant as he liked LURK 6 way back in Oct-
ober. Youire not the only one, Andrew. We'll try and make it clearer this time.

ERIC LINDSAY, who said he gets a lot of U.S. zines which are unreadable bece-—
ause of poor duplicating. Come on, I'm curious; lei's name names.

Thonk you one and all, Whether you're quoted or not, your efforts are greatly
eppreciated.

ARE YOU RZADY FOR THE CCMMOMN MARXET? A document of dubious humour under the
_ above title was circulating round the
computer section at Rolls-—Royce recenitly. I quoie a few exampless

BONVET: der Fingeipinscher und Kopfchopper

ATR HORN: der Vatderhellvasdat Klaxenfanfaren

PUNCTUEE: das Pflatt mit Dammundblasten

L-DRIVER: Dummkopf Elplatt

ESTATE CAR: der Schnogginwagen mit Bagzeroomfurrompininderback
POWER BRAKES: das Schtoppinwerks mit edbangenon der Vindscrcen
PETROL: der Kostlijuze fur geddindergreazoffendentrousen



Ghodl 1i's my wifel y “ Ruwp Faynldyls soojaal - SR gou”a
{ rige o btue talre .., 0 CaN SOl
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I thoupht you and 1
could have s womb
partye

Do I need an operation, doctor?
I keep passing quote cards.

So what if it ig bio-
logically impossitle?
This ig an sf oon,
iantt it?

but four in a bved i rid-
iculoual

o o =
% Thle nzy we my first con-
vention, Mr. Aldise, but
Jou can't conviace me

@ STAUD ON ZANZIBAR wao g00d,

T know I went to the faney-
dress party as e virgin,
bat that doesn't mean y ou
can gacrifice mel

th&t'ﬁ 'the EoS-F.A.
awaradl

Now ~ I!'ll hum, andi you svay. Gesh, Tan! = and
you say you owe 1%
zll to Newcastile

Are you mure tris iz the .
e Brownd?

fauigh inltiation ceremouy?

How is it «ll
these otler win-
dows never say ony-

Ohhxzl Ianlil

faxes thing?
93D ~ uo o4, ,em exouydg
vosfJ v ST BTUL [9SuUesuol
if you leugh, I'1L 1if% my My name is Ven Allen, and

left arm ard pee vu youl '“*\\

///,w‘ my belt Just broxe,

No, no - it's my inner [ Anybody got a fanzine handy?
self that I reveal through ~~

[al RO, ) 1, e
fanginesd Sercon, fammish, anythingrll

dol

: I'11l loc it, honest I willl
Plense??
Aaeghll Yo, not MICRODOTI

Thank you, Uri Cellex)

What do you mesu, 1 look ,M//’
like a men clutching at
straws?

Pat T thought you said i?///

wae called SEECONT




\

You mean, this was your S0 wha t'q it to rou il
aide~poligh?T! +ell Irish jokea?

Well how was ¥ to loow
your tany had fzllen
in there?

I asked for Newcastle Brown,
not newt-asshole Lrown!

Itre been gitting here all

evenirng driniz?ng this stuff,
and row you tell me you
ugse 1t &y = laxative...!

dalterli Thereis an
AUCIL, in my heer)

For the last 4ims,

Life i & genmz ray. no T will not .
¢ld chun, supvort jour bid
for Daneboond ’

Loeck, IT111l tell ycu

once more ~ 1L MAN: Waiter, there's

didntt rub a maorobictic organ-
the bloody lsm in ny veeri
glasgl AETEN: Thatls rno

macrobiotic orga:

i fo = T
They” sey ism, that's my wifel

this is the
only known
antidote for
benguet food.

tre those my false teeth? You mecn you dida't receoguise four-eyes J,
Aclermans?

Easn't arycne ever told you?

You look Just like something I used % be jvet like you -~ then T siarted
vut of & bad human moviel reacing Thilip K. Pick.

0K, failure, pet Back in With two eyes and two orims,

th:ie temt~tiube! ] you must he an sariier wodel,

Are you tie one who gom-
vialned avovt my moow ¥
charecterisation?

mY ghodl Someone
smaller than Ian
Williams!

I give 1n; waat is
twelve feet tall,
hag thres eyes and

two right 2 me?

Az an Bertnnaa, you
ghovld knew tetter than
%o phlonk iv the oofumi

Are you the bangueting

¥ell, your name's : nanager? It'd like to .
:.0% Vernon, and ¢ report a hitherto un-
hatts for surael known effect of

thatfs for —~OOL T hors .

dtoeuvres,
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